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DEDICATION. 


10 
JAMES IRVINE, Eso. 


Tur following PoE, having been literally written from a deſire 
to encourage your former ſtudies, cannot, with propriety, be de- 


dicated to any other perſon. 


As this trifle came genuine from the heart, and under the hand 
of oppreſſion, uttered a ſort of prediction of that which afterwards. 
unexpectedly happened to its Author; with the like uncertainty he . 
gives it to the Public, whoſe applauſe can add little to his happineſs, 
whoſe neglect can take little away ; ſure only of one advantage from 
it, that it enables him to boaſt of the friendſhip of an honeſt and 
unprejudiced man. 8 
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Biſbopſeate, Windſor Parl. 
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ON THE 758 E | | En, g 


LANDSCAPES OF GREAT-BRITAIN. 


PARTE we 35 


P ROMPTED by friendſhip's unditimlb'd fire, 
I wake, with willing hand, the obedient lyre. 


4 : f 
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* 
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An infant muſe, as yet untutor'd, ighs"; 2 


To ſing our native fields, our native ſkies; ; 


L Leſt you, my friend, annd the charms of. bs. | 
Neglecting traits Weruliar to your hive. 

Sink in the ſameneſs of Cauraxia's waſte, 

The poliſh dictates of a „ taſte. 

And, as a father, Ren his hope Explores, 

In ſearch of future honours, diſtant ſhores, 

In the youth!'s breaf to keep, his only care, 

The moral virtues, early planted there, 

With tales of old integrity, inſpires 

To deeds of worth, and fans his virtuous fires; 

I, no lefs pern to that noble art, 

Which knows each changing ſeaſon to impart, 
Seek, by preſenting pictures to your view, 


That former lov'd employment to renew; 


Which 


("$3 


Which ſweetly oer the vacant fancy ſtole, 


When W1LsoN's matchleſs canvaſs warm'd your ſoul ; 
Such as composd the ſubject of our talk, 
When, ſide by ſide, we trod the ſocial walk. 


With diff ring landſcapes diff” rent taſtes accord, 
This loves the wood, and that the open ſward; 
Or ſpacious fields of gently riſing down, 
Or thoſe whoſe ſurface yellow harveſts crown; | 
Where fruitful CERES cloath'd in plenty reigns, 
And fleecy droves are ſeen, and ſhepherd ſwains; 


Where oft the jolly hunters wake the morn, 


With cheerful notes, and wind the echoing horn; 
With jocund ſound their mingling voices riſe, 
And thund'ring o'er the glebe, the courſer flies; 
B 2 Sidelong 


14 
oi the ſturdy ploughman views the chace, 
Turning a ſtubborn ſoil, with ſteady pace; 
Their ſpeed nor lights his eye, nor warms his breaſt, 
His buſineſs labour, and his pleaſure reſt. 


How diff'rent theſe from HaurshiREs winding ſhores; 
Flat, fertile, ſhady, crown'd with pleaſing bow'rs ; 
Where ſweet encloſures vary all the ground, 

| Whoſe burſting blooms, and ſpringing flowers abound ; 
And, little vex'd by ſtorms, which ſcourge the deep, 
Of ſwelling bays the gentle waters ſweep, 
Or flow each day with the returning hours, 


To bathe old Po TSRHESTERS romantic tow'rs. 


Yet ſep'rate beauties each of theſe may boaſt ; 
As may the beetling cliff, the rocky coaſt, 
Where 


1 
Where jutling headlands part the driving wave, 
And conſtant tides refreſhing caverns lave. 
Some love the duſky moor, and heath forlorn, 
Whoſe unprolific nature ſeems to mourn; 
While others joy the treack'rowl bog to view; 


And the rank marſhes have admirers too. 


For me, my ſoul delights to wander there, 
Where nodding foreſts fan the peaceful air; 
Whoſe leafy honours climb the mountain's ſide, - 
And gain its ſummit; with a giant ſtride; 
Spread their green boſoms to the riſing day, 
To meet its radiance, and imbibe its ray; 

Then melt in dews, draw the ſoft flow'rets forth, 


And feed thoſe beauteous children of the earth. 
Theſe 


416% 


Theſe ſcenes I love - unculturd ſcenes like theſe, 


Where wood-crown'd hills my roving fancies pleaſe ; 
While, far beneath, unnumber'd paſtures lie, 


And a ſmooth lake reflects the azure ſky. 


How ſweet it 1s, to mark the deep'ning ſhade, 
© By varying forms enchantingly diſplayd. 

The tient trunk, low ſtooping to the ground, 
By the blind ivy dlfp'd in veluaics round ; 

The graceful bandage of the pendant vine, 

The waving cypreſs, and the nodding pine 
The lime ſweet-ſcented, or the holly bright, 
The tow'ring poplar trembling at her height ; 
The elm miajeſtic, bending to the wind, 


The beech wide-ſhooting, and her poliſh'd rina 


The 


6 


The healthy cheſnut's maſs, and cluſtring bloom, 


Or the white-branching birch athwart the gloom ; 


All theſe, or each, as ſwift the ſeaſons fly, 


In groups, or ſeparate, delight the eye : 
But moſt the oak's broad venerable head 


Affords my ſoul a pleaſure mix d with dread ; 
In ſpring the nightingale's belov'd retreat, 


In ſummer pleaſant, as in autumn ſweet ; 
Ever the refuge of the weak and fair, 

The painter's idol, and the prince's care. 
Ah beſt of trees, and emblem of the bleſt ! 
Like virtue, ſtill in native grandeur dreſt; 
Strong to protect, and fruitful to ſuſtain, 
The ſhelter, food, and riches of the plain ! 


Nor 


| (8) 
Nor leſs I joy, at parting day, to trace 
The ſun-gilt forms of ExxIEL 's ſhaggy chace* ; 
Elyſian bow'rs! whos op'ning glades entice 
Our willing feet, a fairy paradiſe ! | 
Then, loſt in mazes ſweet, I frequent tread, 
| Where branching canopies overhang my head; 
Or, penſive, wind along a gloomy pals, 
Whoſe envious ſhade conſumes the ſcanty graſs ; + 
While gadding vines and brakes its ſides diſplay, 
4H And the path widens as it leads to day ; 


E Till all around, on ev'ry ſide, is ſeen, 


Circled with varying plants, a level green, 
On whoſe enchanting boſom are diſplay'd 
| . Cluſters of humble flows that love the ſhade. 


22 * Particularly alludes to that part of the Chace, which lies about two miles eaſt of | 
Ef | | ENFIELD. 


There 


1 


There fox-glove's purple ſpires ſurround each root, 


There the pale eglantine projects her ſhoot, 
Whoſe bluſhing tints with ſofteſt union meet, 
In ornamental neatneſs ſimply ſweet : 

Above, in flaunting circles looſely born, 

Th aſpiring honeyſuckle crowns the thorn ; 
Like a gay miſtreſs, innocently bold, | 

She woos his ſtraggling limbs with wanton fold ; 
Whilſt the dark ivy fring'd, and moſs-clad vine, 
Graſp the diſtorted trunk with ſnaky twine. 
At our firſt ſtep, the ſolitary Jay 

Shoots thro' the glades, and thrids the wiry ſpray ; 
Nor aught is heard but ſongs of birds around, 
And ſilence reigns for voice of human ſound ; 
Save when the ploughboy, with provincial ſqueal, 
Calls the ſtray carte fs their ſav'ry meal. 


8 


610) | 

| O! how delightful here to fit unſeen, 

Or ftretch'd at eaſe phe the velvet green 8 

As ſwift the hours unheeded roll along, 

To pore on SHAKSPEARE'S page, or DRyDEN's ſong ; 
Imagine woodland nymphs of heav'nly make, 
Or the ſtrong ſatyr burſting thro' the brake! 
Such as mild GzssNzx in his tales diſplays, 

In rude ſimplicity of ancient days. 

Ingenious GEssxxx !* who at once may claim 
The painter's honour, and the poet's fame ; 
Nice to diſcriminate, and juſt to trace, 

Uniting ſtrength with eafe, and truth to grace. 
Here, at each turn, the various charms we find, 


Of Rvuyspare, Cuvr, and WaTtrLoo, combin'd : 


* GESSNER of ZURICH. 


„ 


Men, who ran nature's virgin fancies thro, 


And faithful all her living graces drew; 


Nor Cer, with raſh licentiouſneſs of taſte, 
Her decent garment wantonly diſplac'd ; 


View well their works, their lighteſt touches bins 


For theſe with nature liv'd in ſweet accord. 


Now ſhaft the ſcene, and let us view a while, 
The reveals of this favour d iſle 
And firſt, becauſe the faireſt of our nes | 
Smooth Tnauxs' gay borders, and delightful ſhores ; | 
Tnauxs, whoſe ſoft windings no obſtructions vex ; | 
Tramzs, whoſe ſmooth currents mark the gentler ſex ; 
For female till to me the flrexn appear, | | 
Thro' all the varying ſeaſons of the year : 

” | S | The 


(148 ] 
The flow'rs of ſpring adorn her graſſy veſt, 
Summers rich harveſts wave around her Waralt; 
Mild autumn's mellow fruits confeſs her care, 
And cluſt'ring woods defend from winter's air. 
Thus do the circling moons the ſex betray ; 
Should Faruzx Tramts be thus unfitly gay? 
Or ſuit theſe epithets with aged pow'rs, 
Fruitful, tranſparent, lucid, deck'd with flow'rs ? 
Nor can I yield the male ſhould be combin'd, 
With aught that bears the name of river kind ; 
Oczan alone appears the wat'ry male, 
And all the freſh'ning ſtreams his gay ſerail; 
Like gentle females, coyly 8 they trace 


Their winding banks; then flow with ſteady pace, 


Till, grown mature, they ruſh to his embrace. 


n 
But ſay, my friend, will critic laws excuſe 
Theſe novel fancies of a fre- bah twule? 
It may be not; yet ſtill this truth I know, 
From ule and habit half their maxims flow ; 
And all I boaſt is, ſimply to impart 
A few ſlight ſketches und iſguisd by art; 
To ſtir your mind with traits from nature conght, 
And rouſe remembrance by exciting thought ; 
To call forth native character, whoſe voice 
Loudly proclaims that all depends on choice; 
As thoſe who truly ſtudy can deſcry, 
Up from the tinted plaiſter to the ſky. 


The crazy tow'r, with moſs-incruſted head, 


The ſtreaky marl-pit. or the ill-propp'd ſhed ; 


The 


(a 
Th unequal bark, with ſtretching ivy bound, 
The bloſſomꝰ'd hedge, with roving tendrils crown'd 
The giddy mill, that whirls with rapid courſe, 
The riſing ſtream, that renovates its force; 
The ravin deep emboſt with many a buſh, 
Thro which diſcolourd waters wildly ruſh; 
The ruſtie cottage, deck'd with ſtraggling vines, 
kd the ſlow wreathing brook's eccentric lines ; 
Tho' ſimple all, yet each, if well expreſt, 
Poſſeſſes pow'r to touch a feeling breaſt; 
And men of taſte in this one point unite, 
To view ſuch objects with confirm'd delight. 
— ee, 
And of BaTavian landſcapes choſe the beſt. 
Herein diſcloſing as oh taſte to. view, 
As Hz, who LaTrum's ſmiling paſtures drew. 
Grand 
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( 15 ) 
Grand as Poussix, to whom ev'n nature yields, 


And great as Rosa from CALARRIAN fields. 


O Taſte! thou ſure unerring guide to fame, 
Without whoſe influence talents lead to ſhame ; 
Devoid of .thee, tho' faſhion yield them place, 
Our labours fink to flow, but fure, diſgrace 
Which, reind by reaſon, and with virtue nurſt, 
Of all created beings forms the firſt ; | 
Whence life's beſt ornaments and honours ſpring, 
That gives diſtinction by diſtinguiſhing ; 

Pow'r of the ſoul, whoſe influence all confeſs, 
The poliſh'd garden, or the wilderneſs ; 
Whoſe wond'rous fitneſs makes thy nature known, 


As well around the cottage as the throne ; 


Who, 


(16) 
Who, blending kindred forms, and chaſing ſtrife, 
Walleſt with complacent majeſty through life: 
Taſte! be my goddeſs, all accompliſh'd maid ! 
Sitting with Genius calmly in the ſhade, 
Oft bring thy graceful footſteps to my ie 
Where Vixct painted, and where Joo drew; | q 
Where Michas giant genius warms thy breaſt, 
Or Rana. claſps thee in his arms compreſt. 
Oh! had my fortunes led me to that coaſt 
Where Quake arts exiſt, tho Roux's be loſt ; 
And of its native honours diſpoſſeſt, 18 38d) 
Taſte only rears her ever blooming creſt ; 
Where juſt Walt and ArnRNIAN forms, 
Delight the lover, and the artiſt warms; 
Then had I trac'd the fountain whence they came, 


And paſsd my days amid the ſeats of fame: 


al, ei, Still 


4 
Still ſnould the goddeſs, in a fickle mood, 
Who ſeldom flatters where ſhe is hs woo'd, 
With pleaſing wealth obliterate the paſt, 
And give me independence at the laſt; 
Grateful TIl travel to that diſtant ſeat, 
For which my bounding heart ſo long has beat, 
| NarLes broad bay, whoſe undulating wave 
Chafes the ſmooth boſom of each ſun-gilt cave ; 
Or, fann'd by cool refreſhing breezes, plays 
In golden lines beneath his ſoften'd rays; 


Narrx's wide bay, where palaces ariſe, 


Crown'd with fair iſlands, bleſt with cloudleſs ſkies, 


Where Balls fields preſent a lengtning green, 
And proud Worn terminates the ſcene. 
NarLe's I'll ſeek, with fond affections warm, 
Where ev'ry element contends to charm ; 


D 


* 
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* 
OY 
» 


And 


( 

And ſhould ELIz 4A, gentle, good, and fair, 

She, whom my inmoſt thoughts adopt, be there; 
And thoſe, who know my heart, my plans approve, 
Then, bleſt with friendſhip, competence, * love, 
As years roll on, remark each changing ſcene, 

And pity thoſe, who tinge their hours with ſpleen. 


- 


i 


END OF THE FIRST PART. 


POEM 


ON THE 
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LANDSCAPES OF GREAT-BRITAIN,. 


PART II. 


Borp is the man that dares attempt a rhyme, 


Where taſteful talents are almoſt a crime ;* 


* The Author refers to two or three wretched individuals, on whom, at the period 
of writing, he had the misfortune to be dependent, and who, as he fears is but too 
often the caſe among mere men of buſineſs, endeavoured to render his liberal purſuits 
an obſtacle to his advancement in life: The meaneſt of them having paid the debt of 
nature, ſhall not be named; the others are too callous or too ignorant to feel ſuch 
gentle ſtrokes as theſe ; but as the ſituation is very common, he will not ſuppreſs the 


lines. 


D 2 And, 
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And, zrade exalted, with abhorrence views 


One only commerce, commerce with the muſe. 
Yet once agan, my foul, as yet untam'd, 

Break from the bonds neceſſity had fram'd ; 
And, as a ſlave, with ſocial thoughts poſſeſt, 


To meet his friend, contracts the hour of reſt; 


Walks all unſeen to execute his plan, 

And, in thoſe moments, feels himſelf a man; 
So, when loud clamour with the day is — 
And evening brings me ſeaſons of my own; 
When, ſtretch'd at eaſe within my humble cot, 


Each buſy care that vex'd me is forgot; 


Still, calm, composd, and fatisfied at heart, 


I woo the ſong, or ply my fay'rite art: 
Then, wrapt in cool contempt of wealthy names, 
My boſom opens, and my ſpirit flames. 


O! 


( 21 ) 
O! could thoſe fools, who born to fortune, know 
No ſprightly fancy, feel no ſecret glow ; 
Or thoſe, whom knavery, with ſupple knee, 
Well-teign'd reſpect, and winning flattery, 
Teaches to ſmile, and ſmile, with ceaſeleſs art, 
Wind round an honeft man, and gain his heart; 
And like a ſerpent, with a ſhining face, 
Wriggle, at laſt, to confidence and place: 
Could thoſe behold me, in ſuch hours as theſe, 
Richly contented, ſatisfied with eaſe; 
Could they conceive what dignity belongs 
To patience, ſmiling at detected wrongs; 
Straight they would ſicken with averted eye, 


And diſappointed, curſe their gods, and die. 


„ 


22) 

But turn my numbers to the theme ye ſought, 
Nor ſing of beings, ſcarcely worth a thought. 
Revive the welcome, pleaſing taſk anew, 

Wave the white quill around, and bring to view — 
(Where ſportive fancy revels uncontroll'd) 

The torrents rapid ſtream from mountains rolf'd ; 
Whoſe roaring waters, in a vortex flung, 

With dark and melancholy boughs o'erhung, 
Boiling, ſhoot upwards, from unfathom'd caves, 
And flow in broken forms of frothy waves. 

T he troubl'd SEVERN thus, with devious courſe, 
Rolls in ſtrong volumes from her mountain ſource ; 
A thouſand beauteous ſtreams as yet nforg, 
Confeſs the haughty parent whence ſhe ſprung ; 

A thouſand meads, in everlaſting green, 

| Fed with her flowing bounties, own their queen ; 


While 


E 2 
While ſhe, from ev'ry hill, her ſtrength ſupplies, 
Till, greatly wealthy, to the ſea ſhe flies, 
Meets his broad wave, her gatherd ſtreams to crown, 


And ſweetly yielding, pours her waters down. 


Nor leſs her ſiſter Conway, crown'd with wood, 
And rocks encompaſsd round, augments the flood. 
Forth from the giant hills ſhe takes her way, 
Reſiſtleſs winds, and moves with ſov'reign ſway ; 
With ſlow majeſtic fweep, creates her bed, 

Wide, and more wide, the pos waters ſpread; 
While herds, from purple hills, look down below, 
And rocks inverted on the ſurface glow. 

Fair healthful ſtreams ! a mighty, matchleſs pair! 


Strong as. your CauBRIA's ſons,” ſweet as her fair; 


Like 


„ 


Like them, when thwarted, turbid, and enrag d, 


Like them, tho ſoon excited, ſoon aſſwagd; 
Lovely in anger, beautiful in ſtorms, 

And proudly conſcious of unrivall'd forms: 
Ves, BRTTIsR females, yes, to you belong 
The earlieſt bloſſoms of my youthful ſong : 
The arching brows, the hazle-rolling eye, 
The open forehead, mouth of crimſon dye ; 
The duſbring auburn locks of burniſh'd glow, 
That kiſs your ivory ſhoulders as they flow; 
The ſnowy whiteneſs of the ſwelling cheſt, | 
Courting the eye, and ſuing to be preſt ; 
Checks, where the little loves delighted dwell, 
And lips, beyond what mortal lips can tell; 


All theſe are yours; and yours, ah more deſired 


Virtue, by roſe-cheek'd modeſty, attir'd ; 


Love, 


($69 


Love, faithful love ! the animated ſoul, 


And rich fertility FR crown the whole. 


With one of theſe, ſweet-blooded chary maids, 
To meaſure CLirven's walks, or PitrcritLD's ſhades, 
Taſting ſoft converſe from her ſyren tongue, 
With all one's youthful nerves to pleaſure ſtrung; 
Know you, my friend, a more delightful way 
To ſpeed the moments of a ſummer's day? 
Or yield our modern modes, which time deſtroy, 
So ſweet, ſo ſolid, ſo ſublime a joy? 
PreRcFIELD !* the ſound ſtill vibrates in mine ear, 
Thy ſolemn mazes, ſtill to mem'ry dear, 
* PIERCFIELD, the late ſeat of Wb Moxx1s, Eſq. is ſituated two malls 
from CHeersToOw, in MoNMOUTASHIRE, and is indiſputably the fineſt ſpot for 


natural beauties in this iſland. The owner's hoſpitality, it is ſaid, foon deprived him 
of his reſidence. | 
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Ruſh on my fancy with renew'd delight, 
And all thy varying foliage burſts to ſight! 
Here nature heaps the garden's wondrous mound, 
Here rears the windy cliffs tremendous bound ; 
Affords the fertile ſoil a rich ſupply, 
And leads the windings of the graceful WyE: 
Here nature feeds the verdure, points the views, 
ad art, hor haaduwaid,vfoberdy purſue 3 
Supports her facred train, divides the groves, 


And, at due diſtance, with diſcretion moves. 


O NarTuxE ! hear the humbleſt of thy ſons, 
Whoſe blood, ute n be iaircmngirancey;: rags; 
Who loves thy precepts, owns thy gentle fray, = 
And, by thy rules unerring, ſhapes his way ; 


Grant 


{= 


Grant me, dear goddeſs, whether doom'd to bear 


The city's ſmoaky, health-deſtroying air; 

Or ſhould ſome future accident allot 

A decent competence, and choice of ſpot; 
Grant me to find, in all thy wide domain, 

A ſeat where none diſturbs thy quiet reign : 
Where no rich miſereanty: fa Wl. 
Narrows thy bounties by perverted taſte ; 

Lifts the ſharp ſounding axe among thy trees ; 
(The fancied haunts of nymphs and dryades) 
And, with remorſeleſs ignorance and rage, 

Fells in a day the product of an age. 

Not ſo thy tenant, Pin he, with care, 
Spread thy luxuriant ſhoots, and learnt to ſpare ; 
Ah! cruel fate ! that he whoſe bounteous hand, 
Dealt ſmiling plenty o'er thy grateful land; 

| E421: of Who 
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Who made thy venerable groves his care, 


That he, who nurſt thy ſhades, ſhould not be there. 


Nov, long neglected, in thy graſs grown walks, 
The wily fox unnoticed boldly ſtalks; 

And, in the cool alcoves defird retreat, 

The timid hare uſurps the vacant ſeat. 7 


| 
To happier CLirpen* turn my muſe, and ſing 


Its wood-cloath'd winding hill, its ſtream, its ſpring. 


( 


A 


* CLIFDEN gives a fine ſpecimen of the magnificent ſtyle of nature at PigERCFIELD ; 
but with all its beauties, to thoſe who have viſited the latter, it ſeems only a fragment 
torn from the ſides of that majeſtic work ; and yet, between CL1 Foe and PIR R- 
FIELD, there is nothing approaching it in grandeur. The country, about the DE v11's 
Br1DGE and HA vod, ſurpaſſes either; containing ſcenery ſo ſupremely beautiful, 
that the Author, having paſſed a few days there making drawings, meditated the deſign 
of compoſing a deſcription to accompany. them; but too much enchanted to give it 


with coolneſs, he relinquiſhed the contemplation ; and all he can now ſay is, that 


having, 


( 29 ) 
A wond'rous ſpring, with glades encompals'd round, 
Whole riſing waters yield , x; 
High overhanging, nodding woods aſcend, 
Around, pale waving willows graceful bend ; 
Beneath, a dazied carpet ſweetly TIDY 
And friendly ſcats invite to cool repoſe : 


While Trames unrufff'd glides with tranſcient gleam, 
Kiſsd by the bending boughs that drink the ſtream. 


Yet what are theſe, cries Fancy, what are theſe, 


(Tho' plann'd by princes in luxurious eaſe) 


having, ſince that time, viſited all the fine ſcenes of SW1TZERLAND, Sa vor, the 
TyRoOl, and ITALy, truth compels him to give many parts of WALES the preference, 
except the advantages derived from clearer ſkies ; and a circumſtance that ſhould give 
this teſtimony additional weight is, that ſatiated with landſcape, ſince his acquaintance 
with the higheſt efforts of human art, the ſculpture of the ancients, his before heated 
imagination is cooled ſufficiently to ſee the face of nature with diſcriminate delight. 


Compard 
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Compard with Campria's wild untravell'd hills 
Worn with the waters of a thouſand rills ; 

Where torrents thunder down on ev'ry ſide, 

And fabreredawalad ſtreams in ſilence glide ? 
There barren rocks and ſhelving ridges frown, 
Whence ev'ry winter rolls a fragment down ; 
There melancholy pools the vallies fill, 

Or cultivation climbs the topmoſt hill; 1121 
And, till aſpiring mountains part the ſkies, 
Meadows, fields, foreſts, in ſucceſſion riſe : 

How Cruvps laughing vale her wealth diſplays, 
Where DBE wide-ruſhing thro her verdure ſtrays ; 
Roars in LA el wild romantic ſeat, 

And bathes, with dingy wave, the BERwIN's feet? 


Matchleſs 


( 


Matchleſs LLANCOIIEX I“ whoſe neglected charms 


Are left to cottages and ſtraggling farms; 

For fave IX RENE's friendly taſteful pair, 
No gentle tenants deem them worth their care. 
It was not thus, when on the mountains brow, +. 
Dri Nas“ proud battlements lookd down below; 
It was not thus when grac'd with ladies bow'rs, 
Wit, valour, beauty, fill'd thoſe cloud- capt tow'rs; 
Then in each ae flow'd the feſtive bowl, 


Then the harp's merry tinkling cheerd the ſoul; 


* LLANGOLLEN (pronounced CLANGOTHLIN), a village not far from Wyn-STav, 
which, although ſurrounded every way by the moſt romantic walks and rides, and 
healthily ſituated, has not been made the reſidence of any genteel people, except Miſs 
* BuTLER, and Miſs PoxsoN BV, who, a few years ago, it is ſaid, came from IRELAND 
for that purpoſe. 


» CAsrTE-DIxAs-BRAN, or CRow-CASTLE, of which Mr. PENNANT gives 
fome curious particulars in his Welch Tour. | 


And, 
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And, as Myranvy VEcaan tript along, 
Pale am'rous Hor. breath'd his love-ſick ſong. 
But hn, of ey'ry ſocial charm bereft, _ 
(Not cen a veſtige of thy greatneſs left) 
To travelling winds, and blaſting ſtorms, a prey, 
In the laſt ſtages of a ſlow decay; 
Scarce of thy mould'ring walls enough remain, 
To ſcreen the ſhepherd from the driving rain. 

Yet theſe are ſilent ſcenes, my friend, which Rill 
Aſſiſt the painter, and excite his ſkill. 
In the lone courts of CyzeTow's ivy'd bows, 


Near Conway's, KEnNniLworTH's, or LuDLow's tow'rs ; 


Oft the mild artiſt fits ſo long alone, 


That birds approaching deem him turn'd to ſtone ; 
Ws,” Loſt 


iu) 
Loſt in the pleaſures of a penſive mood, 
Forgets his nature, and neglects his food; 
Nor end his labours till, with duſky ſtole, 
Night drops her ſable curtain o'er the whole. 
Then in the grated chambers dull retreat, 
Some muſing poet's pacing footſteps beat, 
Where-as the moon's unequal ſhadows fall, 
His mutt ring image glides along the wall. 


How ſtrong the fancy works on ſuch A ſpot : 
(No legend old or ſchovl-boy tale forgot), 
Firſt in the quickly-teeming boſom ſprings x 
The thought of captive maids, or murder'd kings; 
| Next proud e and intemp rate hoſts ; 
Then the ſwift ruſhing of unquiet ghoſts; 
LE . Till 


( 44 ) 
Till half affrighted from the thought we turn, 


| And bid the light-foot faries leave the fern: 


They come, chey gambol on the dazyd green, 
And fill the unſully'd mind with forms ſerene. 


But reſt my hand, and check th' excurſive tale, 
Leſt the lines languiſh, and attention fail. 
Which of our country's frugal charms remain, 

To ſhade the paper, or the canvas 3 

Tho rude my notes, and flight my lyre be ſtrung, 

Which of our country's charms remain unſung ? 

The thymey hills, where flocks and ſhepherds rove, 

The flow'ry paſture, and the ſhady grove; 
| The 


6 

The guſhing rill, the deen rapid tide, | 
The winding ſtreams by ſhallow brooks ſupply'd ; 
The ſilent greenwood's melancholy gloom, * ©: 
Where inſects flutter, and where buds perfume ; - 
The naked rock, th' inbeſpicabll moor; 

The roaring ſurges, and the ſounding ſhore: 
Tho rude my notes, and ſlight my lyre be ſtrung; 
Each, as the muſe inſpird, my voice has ſung. 
And if theſe traits, for that alone dd, 
Recall the face of ALpron to your mind ; 

If, as the friendly numbers artleſs flow, 

Some rural features in deſcription glow : - 
Enough for me---for reaſon long has taught 


That, when the Iab'ring ſoul is overwrought, 


When 
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When pale with ſtudious care, and cloſe reſtraint, 


The head is weary, and the heart is faint: 


Then, if the rural ſong with ardour burns, 


The mind relaxes, and its ſpring returns. 


FINIS. 
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t Of this Pozu a very ſmall number has been printed, and Tome of the Etchings 
laid aſide that were intended for it, on account of the Author's Diffidence of ſucceſs, 
it being his firſt eſſay in printing. Should it meet with the approbation of the judicious, 
it will then be reprinted, with Views of each of the Scenes mentioned in the Poem, 

from his original Drawings. | 


